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in the sun between the city and the sea. You may see
the prisoners working there, or walking about at exercise,
so close to the sea and yet so far from it, unable to see
it even for a moment, though they must listen to it
always, its endless free song, with what patience they
may command* Many people in Tarragona seem to feel
the fascination of the view over the sea, where the coast
breaks away in little bays, and the shore slopes down to
the water's edge in long promontories; where the colour
is so imaginative, as it were, so full of suggestion. Very
often I found myself drawn back there from the Museo,
for instance, where there are two magnificent torsos of
Pomona and of Bacchus, or from the country where so
much lies hidden that is worth seeing. Every time I
returned I found a few persons there, people who after a
little time would, one by one, get up from the long stone
parapet and go away, only to be replaced by others. It
was a place of continual and solitary pilgrimage for the
people of Tarragona. They would sit there for a long or
short while, gazing out to sea across the harbour where
the mole curves so strangely towards the shore, and the
sea is desolate, or up the coast towards Barcelona, where
there is nothing but little rocks and the surf beyond, and
over all the immensity of the sea. They seemed not to
notice one another, and after a time, often after only a
moment, they would go away, always alone. I cannot
explain the fascination of that view, where as in an
immense amphitheatre the sea and the clouds perform a
marvellous tragedy before the city of Tarragona.